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tion, the intelligence exhibited by the faithful Top, as well
as many other matters.
"But," asked Harding, in a still feeble voice, "you did
not, then, pick me up on the beach ?"
" No," replied the reporter.
" And did you not bring me to this cave ?*
"No."
"At what distance is this cave from the sea ?w
"About a mile," replied Pencroft; "and if you are
astonished, captain, we are not less surprised ourselves at
seeing you in this place!"
"Indeed," said the engineer, who was recovering
gradually, and who took great interest in these details,
"indeed it is very singular!"
"But/1 resumed the sailor, "can you tell us what
happened after you were carried off by the sea ?"
Cyrus Harding considered. He knew very little. The
wave had torn him from the balloon net He sank at first
several fathoms. On returning to the surface, in the half
light, he felt a living creature struggling near him. It was
Top, who had sprung to his help. He saw nothing of the
balloon, which, lightened both of his weight and that of
the dog, had darted away like an arrow.
There he was, in the midst of the angry sea, at a dis-
tance which could not be less than half a mile from the
shore. He attempted to struggle against the billows by